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Flames brighter than the candles on an altar, the grey
Afternoon Is lit by Catherine wheels of terror, the

street
Drinks blood, and pity is death before their swords.

The cantilever of my bones acknowledges the archi-
tect,

My father, to whom always the world was a mystery
Concealed in the humped base of a bottle, one solid

fact

To set against the curled pages and the tears of history,
I am a Border keep,'a croft and a solicitor's office,
A country rectory, a farm and a drawing board:
In me, as in so many, the past has stowed its miser's

hoard,

Won who knows where nor with what loaded dice,
When my blood pulses it is their blood I feel hurry.

These forged me, the latest link in a fertile chain
With ends that run so far that my short sight
Cannot follow them, nor can my weak memory claim
Acquaintance with the earliest shackle, In my height

And breadth I hold my history, and then my son
Holds my history in his small body and the history of

another,

Who for me has no contact but that of flesh, his mother.
What I make now I make, indeed, from the unknown,
A blind man spinning furiously to the web of night*